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E ven now as the hunched Black Library acolytes 
put the finishing touches to the last of the 
Daemonifuge mini-series, the mysterious entities 
only known as the senior librarians have been plot- 

_ ting as to what will follow. Warhammer Monthly 

can now proudly announce the successor: the Redeemer! 

First appearing way, way back in issue 16, the Redeemer made an explosive 
entrance on the Warhammer scene with his black wit, his flaming crown and his 
bloody eviscerator. Written by the illustrious Pat Mills (of Slaine, Nemesis the 

Warlock and Charley’s War fame) and Debbie Gallagher with art _ 

by Kal Jerico’s Wayne Reynolds, the Redeemer was an instant hit, 
so much so that he was recalled for a special guest appearance in 
the bumper issue 50. 

But it doesn’t end there, read on into Dispatches for the most 
stunning Redeemer news yet! 
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DARKBLADF 

The Drachau is fallen, the hosts 
of Naggor clamour at the gates, 
and Malus Darkblade is locked 
in a duel to the death! 
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BLOODDJESf 

The Crusade begins and a 
planet slowly dies. What can 
two warriors, even Blood 
Angels; do to be its saviours? 
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Dictatio and its Brother-Titans 
finally reach the heart of this . 
place of death: the warp-pit, 
thedaemon-nest, the Abyss. 
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IM A GILDED CAGE 

In the power-play of the Tilean 
pritices, a nfan’s heart is a ■ 
weapon like any other.; 
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Script: Dan Abnett Art: Keo Hopjood 
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The Black 
Crusades 
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The Long War 

The events of the Horus Heresy, 
the notorious civil war where fully 
half of the Space Marine Legions 
turned in treacherous rebellion 
upon their brother and Terra itself 
was besieged, have long since 
passed into myth within the 
Imperium. Ten thousand years of 
history have obscured those dark 
days when Horus almost enslaved 
mankind with the shackles of 

But within the Eye of Terror time 
flows differently and the same 
traitors who howled their praises 
to the gods of darkness before the 
Imperial palace still live to this 
day. Their defeat gnaws at them 
like a cancer and their hatred of 
the Imperium which they helped to 
forge burns undimmed. These 
deadly warriors who were noble, 
powerful Space Marines have 
become cynical and embittered 
reavers determined to destroy 
what they once protected. 



Within the Eye the Traitor 
Legions fight constant wars 
amongst themselves for gene- 
seed, slaves, resources or martial 
honour. New Chaos Space Marines 
are recruited from the most 
dangerous heretics that are drawn 
into the Eye by the lure of Chaos, 
or else selected from the masses of 
slave-warriors who fight eternal 
battles for the amusement of the 
Dark Gods. 

In the ever-changing delirium of 
the daemon worlds most Chaos 
Space Marines have survived the 
worst of the warping influence of 
Chaos by keeping their sense of 
purpose. They have not forgotten, 
nor forgiven, the mortal universe 
which exiled them and still exact a 


bloody vengeance when the tides 
of the warp carry them back there. 
They are carried forth by ancient 
warships that have survived from 
the time of the Heresy, but are now 
encrusted with millennia of 
baroque decoration and scarred 
by old battle wounds. The Legions 
also capture drifting space hulks 
and refit them to use as vast battle 
barges carrying thousands of 

The ships of the Traitor Legions 
are driven by the fickle tides of the 
warp and can appear anywhere in 
the galaxy at any time. The Chaos 
Space Marines descend upon an 
unsuspecting Imperial planet, 
plunder it and raze anything they 
cannot take with them before 
retreating into the Eye of Terror. 
Though local defence forces may 
struggle against the invaders they 
are doomed unless Space Marine 
reinforcements are on hand. Then 
the Chaos Space Marines have a 
joyous opportunity to visit woe 
and destruction on their weakling 
younger brothers, perhaps the 
true objective of these random 
raids. 

But even bloody conquests like 
these are little more than pinpricks 
against the galaxy-wide Imperium 
of Mankind, the blows which shake 
its foundations are the dreaded 
Black Crusades. 

The Black Crusades 

Perhaps once or twice in a 
millennia a truly great Champion 
of Chaos will arise in the Eye of 
Terror. Through the power of his 
implacable will and the favour of 
the Dark Gods this Champion can 
weld together an unsteady alliance 
between the infernal regions of the 
Eye. How the Champion brings the 
Crusade together depends on his 
nature and his patron god. 
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Some use manipulation, others 
extortion, others domination, 
others intimidation. Most simply 
use all of the considerable powers 
at their disposal. 

& 

Preparations for a Crusade can 
take years, or weeks depending on 
the whims of the gods. The forges 
of the hell worlds belch out armour 
and weapons for the chosen one’s 
followers, daemon engines are 
aroused from their dark slumber 
with blood sacrifices, factions vie 
for command of the massed ranks 
of crusaders or are crushed into 
obedience. 

When the Black Crusade is 
launched the Eye of Terror vomits 
forth the diabolic hordes of Chaos: 
armies of daemons, rank upon 
rank of huge, twisted monster; 
numberless masses of cultists; wild 
tribes of beastmen; ancient and 
terrifying Chaos Titans. 
Spearheading it all are the Chaos 
Space Marines Legions, united in 
their lust for booty and their desire 
to bring destruction upon the 
hated Imperium. 

The Imperium keeps strong 
forces stationed around the Eye to 
fend off these invasions. Entire 
Titan Legions, Space Marine 
Chapters and massed regiments of 
Imperial Guard defend the most 
vital systems in close proximity to 
the Eye. But even powerful fighting 
formations like these cannot 
guarantee victory over the 
infernal throng. All too often the 
black tide of Chaos expands and 
recedes leaving entire systems 
ravaged and burned. Whole 
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planetary populations are 
irrevocably tainted by Chaos, 
cities and industries are crushed 
by the thunderous pounding of 
diabolic engines of destruction, 
uncounted citizens are dragged 
away to serve as slaves and 
playthings to the damned souls 
and their daemonic master at the 
edge of reality. 
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Every city ruined, every planet 
burned brings the Imperium a little 
closer to dissolution. In an 
Imperium of a million systems how 
much can a single world matter? 
Enough to have to defend each one 
against the infernal host, enough 
to bring the curse of Exterminatus 
upon those that bend the knee and 


bow down to daemon-kind. A 
Black Crusade may come crashing 
forth from the Eye only once in a 
thousand years but the damage it 
inflicts can never be undone. 
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